/he Htttorte of 

Prince Come hither, Frances. Frances My lord. 

prince How long haft thou to ferue, Frances? 

Trances Forfooth fiue yeeres,and as much as to 

c Poines Frances. 

Frances Anone, anone fir. 

< Prince Fiue yeeres, berlady a long leafe for the dincking of 
pewter*, But Frances, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play the co- 
ward with thy indenture, and /hew it afairepaire of hecles, and 
runncfromit, 

Frances O lord fn, lie be fworne vpon all the books in Fng, 
land. 1 could finde in my heart 

Points Frances. Frances Anone fir. 

Prince How olde arte thou Frances? 

Frances Lctmefce,aboutMichaeinias next I lhal be 

'Points Frances. 

Frances Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle my lord. 

Prince Nay buthearke you Frances,fo\ the lugar thou gaueft 
me, t’wasapenyworth,waftnot? 

Frances Olord, I would it had bin two. 

Prinee I will giue thee for it , a thoufand pound , aske mec 
when thou wilt, and thou /halt haue it. 

•Poines Frances Frances Anone, anone. 

Prince A none Frances? No Frances, but to morrow Frances : 
or Frances, on thurfeday : orindcede Frances, when thou wilt: 
But Frances. 

Frances My lord. 

Prince Wilt thou robbe this leatherne jerkin, criftall button, 
not-pated, agat ring, puke flocking, caddice garter, finoothc 
tongue, Spani/h powch? 

Frances O lord fir, who doe you meane/ 

Prince Why then your browne baftard is your oncly drinkc: 
for looke you Frances , your white canuafle doublet will tulky. 
In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fomuch. 

Frances What fir/ Poines Frances. 

Prince Awayyou rogue, doft thou not heare them cal!/ 
ffHeere. they both call hint, the Drawer flands amazed, not kriowing 
which way to goe. Enter Vintner. 

Vint, What,ftandft thou fti!l,and hearft fuch a calling/ looke 
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to the ghefts within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe a douzen 
more, are at the dooi'c, /hall 1 let them in? 

Prin. Let them alortc a while, and then ppen the doore:r«w/. 
poines. Anon, Anon fir. Enter Poines. 

Prince. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reft of the theeuesare St the 

doore, (hall we be merry? , 

Toi. As merry as Ctfckets , my lad , but harke ye , what cun- 
ning match haue you made with thisieftof the Drawer/ come, 

what’s the iffuc? . r) 

Prince. I am now of all humors, that h.tue /hewed themlelucs 
humors , fincc the olde dayes of goodman Adam, to the pupil! 
age of this prefenttwelueaclockeat midnight. What’s a clockc 
Frances? 

Tran. Anon,anonfir. 

Prin. Thateuer this fellow fiiould haue fewer wordes then a 
Parrat, and yet the fonne of a woman. H&mduftrieis vp ftaires 
and downe ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning.I am 
not yet of Percies roinde., the Hotfpur of the North, Ire that Icils 
me fome fixe or/eauen douzen of Scots at a breakefaft v wadies 
his handes;andfayes ! tb his wife.Fie vpon tlus^quieHife , I want 
worke. O my fweet Harry , faies fire! howmariydfaft thoii kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fay cshe.e) and an- 
fwers,fome fourteene, an houre after : a triflfe, a trifle. I prcthec 
call in Falftalffe, i!e play Percy, andthaf'daniddeFrawne /hall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife. Pftio, faies! be drunkard : call in 
Ribs, callin Tallow. 


Enter Taljld f*. ' . . 

: : - ri 


vs>*. 


Poines. Welcome Iacke, where haft thou bcenc? (i ; 

Falfl. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance to o,mnr- 
ry and Amen : giue me hcupoffacWb^ Il^ade fhis life 

lotig, ilefoweneatherftockes, and rnendtb^Hi^ and^dote them 
too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant? kedrintyth. 

Prince * Didft thou neuer fee Titan ktfle a difh of butter, pi. 
tifutl harted Titan that melted at the (Wiete tale of the funne? if 
thou didft,then behold that compound: ! f 1 
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